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A P A L A C E 1_N GENOA.
BY EDWARD SPENCBR.

V.

La Scala.
Fair Milan,

Within whose veins lone ran
The viper s palsying venom.". Shtilty.

"Italy degiacaly dreaming over her ruins, and
when she is at times suddenly awakei.td by ihe melody
oi a song, and springs wildly up, this sadden inspiration
is not due io the song itself, but rather to the ancient mem
one* and feelings which the. song ha* awakened.which
lialy has ever Itorne in her heart, and which now mightilygu«h f irth ".Henry Heine's Rfistbilder

Let my reader give himself no alarm ; this
Look is not an Itinerary; the author has no

purpose of entering into competition with " Murray,"nor of contesting public favor with u Bradshaw."Equally is he free from any intention
of setting forth, " in moornfal numbers," the
black plumage, heavy talons, and ruthless temper,of that imperial bird,

" Qui, per pin devorar*,
Porta due becchi."

That is a political matter entirely, and, as such,
is left to the discussion of pamphleteers, and
the correction supposed to lie perdu in " Des
Lttes Napoleonniennesy The objects of my
book are purely artistic: the evolution of certaincharacters, the dramatic progress of certainevents, and the psychological pbemomena
induced (to use a scientific term) by the reciprocalinteraction of these characters and these
events.

Still, it is impossible for scenes to be laid and
circumstances to transpire in " at Palace in
Genoa " without haviug something to do with
Italy and Italian life and scenery.the more so,
as, in this particular history, as the sequel will
set forth, there is a decided reflex action of this
" fit haunt for gods "

upon the personages we
have selected for portraiture. So far forth.
then, as is necessary for the proper understandingof this influence of Italy upon our characters,we must depict Italy and its people, and it
shall be our endeavor not to let the process fascinateus, and betray us into extraneous writing,
or any word-use that may have the effect to mar
the artistic proportions and unity of our story.
So much of preliminary explanation seems to
have been required, in order that our purposes
and method shall not be misunderstood.
The two days which our friends gave to Milanwere busily employed, as we may readily

conjecture, when so much life, health, and
curiosity, Combined to waken them into motion.
There were the Breraand Ambrosiana, with their
wealth of art to be inspected ; the latter, with
its MSS, its drawings by da Vinci, Michel Angelo,and its hair of Lucrezia; the former, with its
precious " Sposalizio" of Iiafael. its old frescoesof the days of Luini, its Titians, Guidos,
Tintorets, Giorgiones, Schidones, and, above
all, its grand pathetic u Hagar," from the pencilof Guercino. These and the churches seen,
Merivale dragged them off to study the Duomo,
that famous cathedral which has beeu depicted
in every school geography, from Malte iirun
and Morse, down to Mitchell, and.what is the
last favorite of the Pedagogic Hierarchy? We
" hall not Npeak of what thev saw and felt, but^
with a single brief seutence from the pen of
the lamented Wallace:

" This cathedral is not the child of law and
calculation, but of nature and love, and its
glowing beauties catch a higher, warmer color
from those instincts of feeling which gushed
into forbidden union for its creation ; it is a

monster, perhaps, according to the botany of
architecture, but it is like the peerless and perfectrose, which passes out of the family of order,only to become the queen over all orders ;
atid we may grant pardon to a deviation which
works out an aflluenceof charms that bewilders
the mind in admiration, and makes faint the
sense with delight".all of whieh is perhaps
only a polite way of Balling the Duomo of Milanpneof those handsome bastards, which have
recently elicited the encomiums of M. de Girardin,because they possessed innate power in
themselves to overcome circumstauce. with
which critique, we say, and the charitable snpI'-itiou that our friends saw the Duomo entirely,from the " crystal-vested troop," (three
thousand strong,) who mount guard upon its
pinnacles, to the silver shrine in its vaults,
where San Carlo Borromeo plays the part of
Argus, a sceptre in his skeleton hand, a crown

by the famed Benvenato upon his ghastly
sknll.we dismiss the Cathedral of Milan.

But not even the famous Duomo so impressedour travellers as did a scene " from the life,"
which they witnessed that night at the worldrenowned" La Scala " Opera House. It was

a scene from the life, I have called it, and it
taught them that the stupid Austrian eagle,
with its " tcata tcedcscha". two of them,
rather.not only fully renewed, but exaggeratedall that tradition has handed down about
the venomous tyranny of the Visconti viper. If
the Visconti were tyrants, so also they were

Italian, and took some pride in their Milan.
They did not wave an eternal mark nag over

the people, crying " death, death ! " They patronizedArt.it was Galeazzo of that family
begun the Cathedral.it was Lndovico of that
family invited da Vinci to his Court, and thus
laid the foundation of the Milanese academy
aud of Lombard art. But the iron heel of these
white coated gentry permits none of this. They
crush them down deeper and deeper into the
mire, scoffing art their pale pain-marked features,rejoicing when they writhe a little. Time
was, and not so very long since, when the foe
w*a generous, comparatively ; not forty years
ago, when Keignier was Archduke, and Bubna
ruler in Milan, some generous deeds were

done.aye, let us put it on record that an Austriangeneral in Milan has been known to tear

up a list of eight hundred of the disaffected, re

fusing to know them! Be it known also that
that general, Bubna, was applauded in La
Scala for the act. But that was before 1830.
before Mettemich had discovered, to his dismay,that the snake was scotched, not killed,
liaies changed, and since then the Milanese
have beeu treated as Milo exercised himself.
the Crotoua calf grew into a mighty bull.the
Milan handcuffs have been converted into
ighty-pound leg-irons, Mantuan water-vaults,

^ enetian oubliettes, or dungeons, ninety feet
under Spielberg.
Say the whitecoats, " Shall we suffer them

to amuse themselves? Why, no; then they will
grow active, strong, able to resist. If they turn

"culptors, it brings back memories; and, besides,
marble-chips are ugly weapous in an enu-ute, of
which we have forty per annum. If they paint,

must concede them colore, and out ot inese

they eau mock us, and iutiame themselves with
the cursed tri color. Decidedly, we must write
down 'All kinds of Amusement' in the Index
Prohibitoriut for Milan." And so, with a bayonetat every throat, a spy in every house, a
curse in every heart, and the "deep damnation" of these ever-present whitecoats sickeningevery eye, Milan sits waiting for.the judgment!

^ et one amusement they have, which Whitecoatdared to cut them off from.and that is,
music. They have been robbed of their art;
they have been robbed of their drama ; Alfieri,
*ild son of genius and freedom, is a forbidden
same ; Gozzi and Goldoni are expurgated and
pruned, and only the Fantoccini are not unstrungfrom their wires. But they have left to
Milan her music and her /x* Scala, and in the
opera and the ballet centres the very heart of
these plague-haunted people. They can applaud,and, if word or nourish or motion seems
to hint of their hopes, their fears, their hatreds,Ihow wildly the pent-up volcano of feeling bursts
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forth ! No wonder they worship old Rossini,
and blesa him for his Barbiere, his Tancredi;
no wonder they salute Meyerbeer's Roberto,
and sing the praises of deaf Beethoven's PrometteoJ
To La Saila went the travellers, and it was

there they had a new revelation of Italian character.
The opera was good, but our friends had seen

it better performed in Paris and in Munich;
so, while they waited for the ballet, they could
glance around and study the character of the
bouse. The Wbitecoat was everywhere sprinkled,and the .pale, pain-lined face was everywhereseen, but they no more mingled together
than will oil and water. Helen observed them
curiously, and saw, with a half-shudder, the
awful gulf that gaped between these two.the
conqueror and the conquered. It was a terribly
ominous revelation to the innocent girl's heart,
the possibility of tyranny so absolute, producing
hatred so intense. Whitecoat sat him down
here and there, where he pleased, as the roaster
should, contempt and insolent disdain in his
gesture and in bis twirled moustache. Scorn
and pride and disdain in his muttered curse, in
his laugh at a brother Whitecoat's ear, in the
clank of his sword, and the scowl of hie brow.
Yet Whitecoat was not easy in his seat; the
slave could still avenge himself; for never was

proof of hatred, dread, and loathing, more directlygiven, than manifested on those dark,
pale faces, in their every look and action. Did
A. Wliitponftt sit ii0or n wnman qHc
shrunk away, and drew her dress closer to her,
as if a serpent slunk by, or a ghost walked past.
Did one stare, she would grow pale, nervous,
try to avert her lace, and seem to nave palpable
recognition of the evil eye. And ever on those
pale, pain-lined faces waked there a languid,
weary smile, yet a smile so made up of contempt,so dark, so malign, so vexatious, that
Helen fancied she would rather have a scorpion
sting her on the cheek, than face such smiles as
those. Worse than all, they seemed to seek to
restrain these smiles, as if dreading some consequencefrom them, but yet, spite all their
efforts, unable to do so, so deeply were their
hearts filled with this contempt and scorn and
loathing.

Presently, Helen began to notice that the eyesof three especial persons were on her, intently
gazing.

Fiist, the.eyes of a Whitecoat sitting near, a
red-faced Colonel, to whom Tokay was no

rarity.pride, and insolence, and cruelty, and
truculent suspicion, gleaming in his twinkling
eye, in his swollen face, in his martinet erectncss,in his wheezy, pompous breathing, and
the frowsy pent-house of his gray moustache.

Second, an Italian, his face paler than the
pale, his blaek hair long and wild, his large
eyes full of lurid light, with brown hollows underneaththem, his hands nervous and tremulous.
And these two gazed only at Helen. But the

third saw all three, and more than all three.
everything in the house. Him Helen confessed
to herself she liked least of any, and dreaded
most his stare.
An Englishman, perhaps forty years old, red

and white in his colors, check in his dress, gen-
tleinanly in manner, and shrewdly keen in look.
AN hy did not Helen like him? Ilia color whs

fresh, florid.his manner manly; there was

perhaps a soupgou oi dissipated habits in his
dry lip and in the redness of his eyes, but
nevertheless he seemed a 44 well-born Englishman."Why did Miss Beale experience such
aversion for him ? Was the repulsive influence
seated in that impudent 44 stony British stare,"
so strangely alternated with a furtive sort of
uneasiness, a seeming as if he were in dread of
some disgrace, some peril, and hated himself
because capable of yielding to that dread ? Was
it because of the chance look she now and then
saw flashing out from his eye.a look full of
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watchfulness? She did not know, she could
not analyze her feelings, but, from the first moment,she associated him in her mind with a

h5'ena.called him softly, to herself, Hyena,
and thought of that beast, cowardly and defiant,wasting its strength in search after offal,
and in robbing of grave yards, and craunching
of dead men's bones, by night. The image took
possession of her, and she could not banish it.
Vexed indeed was she at its recurrence, and
still more at a subtle consciousness that Hyena
watched her ever; that he was somehow aware

of her loathing, and.which mo?t vexed and
alarmed her. that, when he looked at her,
there was something came into his heart which
prevented him from being Hyena, so long as he
did look.
Number One, sifting slightly in her renr, and

to her right, flung his insolent glance around,
bridled himself up continually, and, while his
breath came thickly, and with a jerk and
wneeze, iixe a suppresseu eruciuuou, secuieu u>

say to himself, looking at her : " Potz tuu#cnd !
a lraulein worthy my handkerchief. The Hcrr
Colonel might perchance make a worse selectionof a mistress to grace his Daoubian
Schloss. Was zutn Henker! her eyes pierce
clear through lapels, mazarin, and padding!
One of the high-thinking Goddesses, she! "

Number Two, seated just in front of her, and
in the first tier of the Joge, twirling noiselessly
what seemed a nosegay of three flowers in the
palm of his hand, seemed, as he gazed at her,
to soar away in a lyrical dream, entirely lovely,
and entirely unsubstantial.
Number Three, standing against a pillar,

within easy reach of the whole group, nearest
to Merivale by Helen's side, but where he could
touch Number Two, seemed to watch all.
Number One with contempt, Number Two
with pity and scorn, Merivale with.a frown,
Helen with.suppose we say, a sob.

It was singular, inexplicable to Helen, what
an interest she took in watching these three,
and she was still so engaged, when, the £>pera
finished, the entr'acte expired, the curtain rose

upon the Ballet. Now, indeed, she could not
fail to look, for it was a new emotion to her,
this "poetry in action," for which Milan is so

justly celebrated. It was a sort of rose-colored
rendering of "As You Like It," under the
name of " Orlando e Rosalinda," and though
the plot was not Shakspeare's, though not a

word was spoken, and the whole affair was delightfullyartificial, it could not fail to charm.
The immense stage, the maze of figures, the
magnificence of dress and scenery, the lyric
passion of the music, now wild and fierce, now

low and wailing, now triumphant, exulting,
victorious, the exquisite harmony of the dances,
and the acting, which seemed to say more, to
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ly than words.all this could not fail to entrance.Not only Helen was enchanted, but
the audience also, till thev were strung up and
ripe for one of those sudden madnesses which
ihe Italians call fierorc, and which we have no

synonym for in word or act, as likewise we have
no limit to the expression of our wonder at beholdiug it. And it came.
There was a scene between Giaeomo ("the

melancholy Jacques ") and Rosalinda. With
a pirouette, a lively gesture, and strange vivacityand expression, they argued about the land
from which they were banished. Jacques was

hopeless; he did not wish to return thither;
tyranny ground it down, the spirits of the peoplewere quenched.all so plainly acted, that
they seemed to hear him say to the land :

" Cadula e la tua gloria.e iu nol' vrdi! "

Then, how the woman fluug off her light frivoousair, how passion swelled in her limbs, flashedfrom her eyes, panted under her bosom, informedher with the port and majesty of a sybil,
as she signed her vehement, tearful disclaimer.
"No.no.no.she dots see.she does feel.
she will rise from the dust.like a lion.she
will shake off the oppressors, like dew from her
mane, she will, she shall, she must be free! "

The thing was done. Ere Whitecoat conld
clear his throat for the utterance of his hoarse
41 Brava 1" a sharp, shrill voice, wild with excitement,took up the cry.

44 Viva rItalia!" and there ensued a scene

that made Helen cry out, not with terror, but
with sympathy. A deluge of voices screamed
with the common watch-word.bouquets, jewels,dress, were piled upon the stage, and, like
Maenads drunk with Bacchic fury, the whole
house rose to their feet, for once oblivious of

~~
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Whitecoat.rose, embraced, shouted, and wept!But at Helen's elbow came off another scene,
still more startling. The Italian with the paleface and lyric eye.Number Two, in fact.had
raised that first wild cry of u Italy," and now
he rose, and waved his flowers three, preparatoryto fling them upon the stage. Bnt Helen heard
a hoarse growl, M Hund!" a white form bent
over her, towards the Italian, and instantly the
Austrian colonel grasped and was crushing the
waved hand in his own sword-hardened fist.
Only for a moment, aud then he drew back,
having achieved the tri-color poeey. A sickly,ghastly pallor came over the insulted man's face,he stood still, unresisting, only swaying slightly
to and fro, like a stem of maize in the Septemberwind.yet did not resist 1 At Helen's side
Merivale sprang up, a fierce fire in his eyes, a
red blaze in his cheeks, at d he wonld have
stricken the Austrian, when a strong' hand
pressed him back into his seat, and a voice,
which Helen felt to be that of the Hyena, said
in his ear:'

44 Fool! think of the dungeons of Mantna!
Be quiet.if only for the sake of her by your
side!"*

Helen beard these words, as if iu a maze, for
herd&scinated eyes were still drawn towards the
Two. There the colonel stood, his thick lips
parted, his grizzly moustache lifted in a smile
of scorn, slowly tearing to pieces the tri-colored
bouquet. There he stood, like a boisterous selfconfidentbull, ready for and waiting any shock.
And there swayed the Italian, his color ever

growing ghastlier, his eye ever growing fiercer,
till in his aspect and his motion he reminded
her of a wounded viper.there he stood, swayinga little to and fro, until she saw a light of
fate grow into his eye, until she saw his stealthyhand creep stealthily towards his bosom, his
shoulders lower, his frame seem to clench itself,
so that he no longer reminded her of the viper,
but of the leopard, softly waving its sleek sides,
softly unclosing its talons, unloosing its jaws, and
knitting its muscles for the spring.

But again, ere the catastophe, the master
spirit interposed. Like an arrow from the bow,
the Hyena took his place beside the leopard,
put arm about his breast, and pressed him
down into his seat.
"Are you mad, Luigi? remember. it is

death for death.and I have heard you say
your life outvalued his."

Luigi shook him oft'.screamed, almost, betweenhis teeth:
"Touch me not, Spiaccia!" and, like one

fllitPtttful liotliiau from +Wa

Overborne by excitement, and with these <shadows of Milan lying heavy at their hearts,
ourfriends soon followed, taking leave of La

Scala. Yet, before they were quite gone, Helen 1

had seen the effect of that scornful word, Spiac- t
cia, upon the Englishman, and after that, she t
fancied he was rather a tiger than a Hyena.
When, next morning, our two voung travellershad taken regretful leave of Mr. Merivale. s

who had concluded, he Baid, to go to Florence, s
via Verona, Mantua, and Modena.they went 1
on their way to the cars, past a tall house, in ,

front of which white-coated soldiers were puttingdown straw, as if some one within it'were (

ill. 1

" There," said the lively vetturino, " there is
where lives the Coloiusllo tedescho, who was

1

stabbed in the breast last night. May he confess,make his peace with God, and diel"
The carriage turned into another street, and '

Helen saw, walking before them, and flourish- 1

ing a cane, the Hyena of last evening. As he *

walked briskly on, looking neither to right nor
1

nor to left, Helen saw him give his light cane !
an unusual flourish, so that it struck against
the door of a small house, which abutted on

"

the street. He walked on ; the carriage pass-
s

ed him slowly ; he turned and saw her. Then '

Helen fancied he grew pale as death, his knees 1

shook, he pressed his hat down over his eyes,
1

dow of the carriage, and saw three stealthy j
men in black come on. They paused, they
touched a door, and burst in with noiseless yet *

eager haste. A moment more, and a wild
scream made her grow pale, and the vetturino
stopped his horses to look back. Then Helen *

saw the three men in black come out of the
house, dragging another man, hatless, pale,
and struggling, while a girl with dishevelled
hair f-lnnir fruiitirallv to them, niereinfr the air

with her wild shrieks. A close coach drove '

rapidly up, the struggling man was thrust in, 1

his captors followed, the coach door was slain- "

iued tight, and they drove off, leaving the girl
a white senseless heap in the street.a white .

heap, crowned with her long black hair.
" Vio il misericordioso nc lofticcia ! " groan- j

ed the velturinn, whipping up his horses, " it is
that poor Luigi Conti.he who, they say, stab '
bed il Colonello 1"

But he did not shudder as much as Helen did, J
and had cause to do; for the Colongl was NumberOne; the Luigi, just made prisoner, was j
Number Two; anil Number Three, the fell
Hyena, who had just paled and fled from her
presence, had touched only one house with his
cane, and that was the house where Luigi was

sheltered!
" Brother, brother! " cried she, u tell him to

drive faster I Let us escape from this place.
It stifles me 1"
Thus they took leave of Milan.

From Once a Week.
*

RELIQUES OF THE LOST.
" A large boat; wi bin her were two human skeleton*,

a small Bible, interlined in many places with
numerous references written in the margin V.Captain
McClintork's Journal.

BY EDMUND BODGEH, M. A.

Our stout hearts hrave the ice-winds bleck,
Our keen eyes scan the endless snow

All sign or trace of those we seek
Has paaa'd and perish'd long ago.

Oh, flash of hope Oh, joyous thrill!
Onward with throbbing hearts we haste,

For, looming through the iee-fog chill,
A lonely boat is on the waste !

Sad recompense of ail our toil,
Wrung from the iron realms of frost,

A mournful, but a precious spoil,
A reliquary of the lost.

Here lie the arms, the sail, the oar,
Dank with the storms of winters ten, '

And by their unexhausted store

The bones that once were stalwart men.

Their !>i«t dark record none may lesru.

Wheiher, in feebleness and pain,
Heartsick ihey wateb'd for the return

Of thoje vi ho never came again ;

Or if amid the stillness drear

They felt the drowsy death-chill creep,
Then strrtch'd them on their snowy bier,
And slumber d to their last long sleep;

He only knows, whose Word of Hope
Wua with them in the closing strife,

And taught their spirits how to cope
With egouy that wins to life.

He only knows, whose Word of Might
Wateh'd by them in their slow decay,

Sur; pledge that Death's long, polar night
Should brighten into endltss day;

And when the sun with face nnveil'd
Was circling through the summer sky,

Wuh silent words of promise hail'd
The symbol of Eternity.

Welcome, dear reliquet witness ra e !

Faithful as if an angel wrote ;

Though iieath had set his signet there,
The Lord of Life was in the boat.

The America?? Episcopal Church ij?
Paris..Rev. Mr. Seeley, pastor of the AmerioauChapel in Paris, who came in the Vanderbilton the 7th instant, does not intend to retornto his field of dutj, the experiment of unitingall evangelical Christians travelling abroad
in the same congregation not having succeeded
as well as was expected. A modified liturgy
was adopted for the sake of the Episcopalians,
but the Episcopalians wanted the Book of CommonPrayer, and the forms of worship to which
they had been accustomed at home. They
therefore withdrew, and organized a society by
themselves, under the care of Rev. Mr. Lsmson,
who still remains in Paris. At the late NationalConvention in Richmond, a canon was adopt
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ed providing for the acceptance of snch foreignchurches as Mr. Lamson's under its ecclesiasticalauthority, and we understand the Bishopsof the United States are contemplating a movementto raise funds in their respective dioceses
to erect a chapel for American Episcopaliansin Paris, which will give them accommodations
equal to those now afforded to other sects bythe Rue de Bern chapel, which the ForeignUnion has built for other anti-Catholic denominations..N.F. Post.
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AUTUMNJ. EAVES.
From the Diary of a Young Western Housekeeper.

Mm je voir, bnrreites yeux
Sr« yeux blru comme lescieux
f*u rar dormir. n'est ce paa
11 r'endort, chanton* biru bar.
Endorr toi ? Endora loi?
Mon Filr, c'eu moi..Beranger.

The last plaintive sob of my darling lamb has
died softly on his lips, and I am free. Alas,
little journal, how have I neglected tbee. But
we shall soon be better friends, now that the
evenings are lengthening. I love to confidefo
thy trusty pages my heart's impressions, my
heart's love, my life's longings, my homely joys
and vexations, prayers, resolutions, and regrets,
and all that goes to make up the lessens of this
fevered existence. How precious the return of
winter evenings. How calm and gentle their
intiuences, alter the whirlwind of busy cares
that fill up each moment of the day. How delightfulto look at Little Lew's rosy face and
immaculate night-gown as he sleeps, with purringpuss snuggled in at the foot of the cradle.
How kindly sounds the ticking of the clock, the
drowsy hum of the kettle, the turning over of
the picture-book leaves, as Little Tom, my sweet
vis-a-vis, demurely nods over his Cinderella.
The busy clink of dear sister's knitting-needles,
ind, above all country luxuries, the dreamy
rustle of my husband's newspaper.
Surely wo should soon lose^very relic of our

dear old Eastern homes, and become very Vandals,were it not for these blessed seasons of rest
ind relaxation. VV ith what blushes do we recall
he hurried blunders of the day, the sharp, ungracefulcall for wood and water at the kitchen
loor, the bustle aud flurry of preparing dinner,
i'our husband is the soul of punctuality, and,
tvith three or four sturdy corn-cutters in his
;rain, leaves you with his parting injunction
hat dinner must be ready at twelve.
You promise readily, for it is only six o'clock,

md, as the soft-glowiug rays of the morning
mn penetrate the little white curtain of the
ritehen window, you are full of bright elasticity,
md, with many a gushing thought of schoollaysclassics, you are more than willing to be
jbedient. You imagine yourself the lovely
roung Lavinia; and the milk pans, the butter,ind the churn, and the sweet rural sounds that
ill the morning air, are all a living poem in
rour fancy ; and, as you briskly scamper from
mntry to cistern, every vein seems bounding I
vith thankfulness and joy. The booming of
he prairie chickef b, the quacking of the ducks
>11 the little ponds, the kiowkioto of the wild
urkeys, as they come skulking around your>arnyard, after the men are off' at their work,ind the hoarse screeching of the ugly old pump- f
uckers, all mellowed with the lowing ot the ^rentle milk cows and the plaintive bleating of ,

he sheep, make a chorus strange and groesque.<
^ ou love to make au excursion to the barn t

>? morning su'ii-fight" ftfatlfoW 9>ours *hve? tne *

andscape; and, though you only meant to be
;one a minute, you forget the eggs, and stand 8

ransfixed at the barn door, looking over the wild 11

ind beautiful plains before you. The dew is t
till sparkling in the grass, each blade and t
iglv old weed is now adorned with a nodding (>lume, glittering and waving like so many fairies
iver the gentle lea. And in that elfin grove r

tands your own sweet cottage home, with its s

>dd gables and pretty porches, and the light t
rurliug smoke from that blessed hearth-stone s
icems to carry with it to the skies your matin
[duration and thanksgiving. And, oh, the trees! v

he trees! clap your hands, ye little hills. As r
r\ : J i i.i i i' i .' -
1'u.viu iuveu me teuura ui ijeikiimti, so your mjui i

leaves to those ilear old oaks, and these are ^he days of their glory. Old kings of the forest
primeval, bow magnificent theirrobing.orange,
. rimson, green, an«l purple ! aud, while your °

scstasy grows till your heart nearly breaks loose r

rom its prison, you are suddenly brought down
:o reality by seeing little Tom leading his baby sarotber across the porch, in his little bare feet
unl night gown. This is a stui-ner in your c

nursery tactics, and you fly to the house, just
aroused to the consciousness of how you have
wasted your time ; aud now a thousand things
beset you to be done at once, each several act
Llaiming./Zrsf. You wish the landscape in the
bottom of the Dead Sea.
Away with the hallucinations of poetry. Cinderellawas not more magically disenchanted.

You are a Western housekeeper with two undressedchildren on your hands, and dinner to
make for one, two, three, four, five, six. It
seems to you Hannibal crossing the Alps was

just nothing to it. You look at the clock.
What! it is already eight, and you have done
nothing yet. The children are cross and unreasonable,and detain you with eudless capers
about their breakfast. Lew has lost his shoestring,and fights at the cold water like a very
salamander. Tom wants to wear his new boots,
and you must stop and settle him ; meanwhile,
the cat upsets the milk-bucket, and the dog
runs off with the cold meat which you had
thought plenty for dinner. Lew throws away
his breakfast to the chickens, and is hanging
around your skirts, supplicating, " up mamma,
up mamma." Sweet lamb! you can't endure
even his pretty ways with any patience, and you
dash away from his pour little heart-broken
cries, and hurry to the smoke-house for a ham,
wherewith to replace your lost meat. You pile an
Old box on top of an old ash barrel, aud mount

your rostrum ; it gives you an awtul cramp to
look up at the meat hanging high over your
head, but, with a long stick in your hand, you
poke and twist till at last bang comes the ham,
crash goes the old barrel from under you,
thumpety-bump goes your head, and you find
yourself somewhere up in a corner of the smokehouse,rubbing your crazy-bone, and hugging a

twenty pound ham, not very much elated with
your success. You come out from amid the
dust and ashes of humility very meekly, catch
a glimpse of Bill the bound boy snickering at

your misfortune. You cau't stand being degradedin the eyes of a pauper, and make a

convulsive effort to look composed. Assuming
the tone of a Roman matron, you bid him go
to his work. He gives a quizzical look at yoti
over his shoulder, that caps the climax of your
vexation, and you wish the earth would swallowhim. Just then, a line of Lamartine
passes through your mind : " Youth is givenus that we may learn to grow old gracefully."You feel that you are growing old
gracefully with a vengeance just now, and you
vent your impotent wrath by calling Lamartinean old fool. You are bitter and angry.
But the angel over the right whispers unex-

pectedly : " tie tbat ruieth his temper is greaterthan he that taketh a city." Again you are

metamorphosed. God be praised, your childrenhave not seen you angry, and when poor
baby meets you at the kitchen door, and again
folds his darling arms around your knees, you
put down the hateful ham, aud with falling
tears and contrite heart pick up the poor little
pet, and speak gently, and hunt up his little
coat and hat, and send him on his way rejoicingwith Tommy, to see papa cutting corn;
and as you look a minute after them, as they
go hand and hand through the winding path,
and hear their sweet voices dying away in the
distance, all is bright again in your household
horizon, and the peace of God that passeth all
understanding rests on yonr heart. For yon

iipmi .

INAI*y6$,*,e..1 ,4 t >. "* -i' ** * "

t .* J I f " 1

fr p

:ir g. whittier, coi
11

on A V npnmfrmn -1

-ux/Ai, 1,
feel that, "as a father pitieth his children, sothe Lord pitieth those that fear Him, and lieknoweth our frame and remembereth that we
are but dust."

LITTLE WILLIE TAKEN UP.
BT REV. E. H. SEARS.

S< me have thought thai in the dawning.
In our being'* frerh»st glow,

God it nearer little children
Thutt their parent* ever know ;

And that, if you li.ten tharply,
Belter things than you can teach,And a sort of mystic wisdom.
Trickles through their careless speech.

How it is I cannot answer.
Bat I know a little child,

Who, among the thyme and clover,
And the beet, was runniue wild;

And 1 e came one summer evening,
With his ringlets o'er his eyes,

And his hat was torn in pieces,
Chasing bees and butterflies

" Now I'll go to bed, dear mother,
For I'm very tired ofplay ! "

And he said his Now 1 lay me "

'In ii'kind a d careless way.
And he drank the tooling water
From his little silver cud.

And said gaily, " When it's morning,
Wtll the angels take me up ? "

Down he tank, with roguish laughter.
In his little uundle bed.

And the kindly gou of slumber
Showered the poppies o'er his head.

" What could mean his speaking strangely
Asked his musing mother then.

' Oh, 'twas nothing but his prattle;
What can he of a. gels ken ? "

There he lies, how sweet and placid !
And his breathing comes and goesLike a zephyr moving softly,
And his cheek is like a rose ;

But she leaned her ear to listen
If hi* breathing could be heard.

"Oh " she mur.i ured, " If the angels
Took my dailing at bis word! "

Night within its folding mantle
Hath the sleeper* both beguiled,

And wi.hin its soft embracing*
Rent the mother and the child

Up she startelh trom her drenmirg,
For a sound has struck h>r ear.

And it comet from little Willie,
Lying on his trundle rear!

Up s'e springeih, for it strikes
Upon her troubled ear again,

And hisbrea'h in loader fetches,
Travels from his lung* in pain ;

And his eyes are fixing upward,
On same face beyond the room;

And the blackness of the spoiler
From his cheek hath chased the bloom

u:- il ». *
Hwtv um nuw i isty mr "

Will be »aul from mother's knee;
Newer more, among the clover,
Will he elia<e ihe bumble-bee.

Through the night she watched her darling,
Now despairing, now in hope ;

And about the break of morning
Did the angels take him up

INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;
oa,

.IFF, ON THE PLAINS AND ADVENTURES IN
THE TENTED FIELD

Camp at Twin Mountain Springs.
To the Editor of the National Era :

When a leisure hour is now and then snatched
rom the busy turmoil of life, as a respite from
he routine of daily duty or a cessation from
lollar-worship, the physical functions are aloweda season of relaxation. And then, too,he mind craves its necessary nourishment, andS&te njMUSJe: atrftffYncse drl.Vand ends and
craps of time, picked up when the physical
nan is weary and almost exhausted, is not the
ime to partake of the more weighty or substanialmental diet, as atforded by the higher class
if letters. And, my dear friend, if you have
lot already, you will, if you persist in reading
trong matter while your mind is not in a state
o digest such, experience the evil effects of
uch a course. I do not purpose to explain
why, how, or in what manner. Please take
ny word for it, exercise your own judgment on
he suggestion, and never dive into science,
ihilosophy, theology, history, or deep literature
if any class, unless you can spare the time and
levote the attention necessary to a healthy
nental digestion.
Your weekly newspaper will supply the dcideralum.Still the question, what shall I read?

iften rises in the mind of the weary and care,
rorn man, as he takes up his paper and throwslimsclfin an attitude of repose. Of politics
re have an abundance, and are likely to have
he dose doubled, if not trebled, ere many
nonths. The din of battle has died away.the
Snropean war has closed. Blondin has played
>ut. Balloonery is not likely to create another
(xcitement for some time to come. We know
ill about the Great Eastern, and are patiently
iwaiting her arrival on our shores. Dr. Belowsis not likely to engage the mass of mancindin his New Church reformation for some
ime yet. The Latter Day Saints in Mormonlom,and the contractors for Government supdiesin Ftah, will continue their extortion, and
iteal from the pubttc treasure, and are likely
a continue their regular routine of mnrder,
.heft, and polygamy, in defiance of all law,
without change of programme, until we have a

;hange in the Administration. May God speedlysend that change. We hope there is no

arobability of another Sickles tragedy, to fill
the press of the country with its sickening deails.General Harney and Governor Douglas
lave failed, we hope, to get up a war between
;he two great nations of the Anglo-Saxon race.

By the way, why, in the name of the Demoiraticparty tactics, did General Harney not
wait until the eve of the Presidential campaign
before he raised a row with the British authorities? Such a stroke of policy would undoubtedlyaid in maintaining in place and power a
*et of as arrant demagogues as ever cursed and
lisgraced a nation. But, as it is, the whole
iffair will likely prove an abortion, and the
noise thereof will he hushed and silent before
the campaign is fairly opened. General Harney,like Governor Wise and Judge Douglas,
has certainly evinced himself too eager and
hasty in his lofty aspiration to the Presidential
chair.
What am I about ? Politics must be a contagiousdisease. For lol here am I, Guy Oakleaf,a denizen of the far Western wilds, who

dential election, dipping my pen into the pool
does not even expect to vote at the next Presiofpolitics.
But I suppose that you are ported on all the

foregoing subjects, and cannot Gnd in them the
requisites for mental recreation. Look, then,
to the poems, stories, (short and sweet ones, I
mean,) sketches, essays, and correspondence,
from various parts of the world. If, then, you
are not satisfied, come awav with me, far, far
beyond the habitation of civilized man, where
ihe gentle zephyrs fan your cheeks ^and play
among your locks, and every breeze comes
laden with sweetest perfumes; where broad
natural meadows, hillsides, and valleys, are coveredwith variegated carpet of many and brightcoloredflowers, and where every belt of woodland,grove, and dell, is vocal with the songs of
happy birds. And if you are an admirer of
nature, I will endeavor to introduce you to some
nf her children, which cannot fail to interest
you, if you are inclined to be inicreslable.
But, in order not to lose any portion of our

line of march, I must first bring you from the
camp at which my last Inklings were dated, to
our present romantic encampment. Our next
camp was on Camet creek, a perpetual running
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stream of clear, cool, sweet water, well skirtedwith Cottonwood and willow timber, as well as
an abundance of plum and wild-currant bushesand grape vines. Large flocks of wild turkeys,grouse, and plovers, are found here. The wateris literally full of fine fish, which are easilycaught. The bottom or valley of the creek is
a good wide one, well covered with a lnxuriautgrowth of succulent, grasses. The soil is composedof rich alluvial deposits, and well adaptedto agricultural purposes. The next morning,at the usual hour, general call was sounded,the tents were struck, and the command made
a day's march, moving over on the Washitariver. The same remarks I made about Cametcreek will apply to the Washita, exceptingthat everything here is on a more extensive
scale. The river is a crooked, rapid-runningstream at this point, conveying a considerable
body of red, muddy water. The timber is heavier,and varied by a considerable quantity of
oak, bowdock, honey-locust, and persimmon.Deer, antelope, hares and rabbits, foxes,
wolves, cyottas, racoons, opossums, inuskrais.
minks, weasels, and skunks, abound. The ex
tensive bottom is generally quite level, and the
serpentine course of the river renders irrigation
an easy matter.
We remained five days on this river, when

camp Vancamp was broken ud. and Maior
Emory, with his command, took up the line of
march for home. Our next camp was at Bear
creek, the water of which is strongly impregnatedwith gypsum.
At this camp we lost, hy accident, the first

man since the commencemennt of the campaign.The unfortunate young man had leftthe command for the purpose of hunting, and
in endeavoring to cross the river was drowned.The attention of another hunter was attracted
by the mournful howling of a dog. And 011
repairing to the spot, he found the dog of MartinGerringer, the deceased, siting on the bank,aud indulging in lamentations of the most melaucholystrain. His horse, still dripping with
water, was standing on a sand-bar in the mid
die of the river. The horse swam over, and
was led into camp; but no inducements whatevercould persuade the faithful dog to leave
the watery grave of his master. When the
story was told in camp, Captain Carr's com-
pany, to which the deceased belonged, turned
out en masse, and went to recover the body. It
was found in the river near where the dog still
sat, at the depth of tweuty feet. His horse, in
plunging into the deep water, had thrown liiiu
over his head, and then struck him three times
with his feet, breaking his skull just above the
left temple, and making two frightful gashes
on his face, one over the right eve, another
across the mouth. . They buried him on a highpoint near by, aud With the houors of war.
Martin Gerringer was a young man of intelligence,some educatiou, of a quiet and atnia-

Mu.jruo.Muu, auu piuiiii5t*ii iHir u> oecome a
valuable, useful, and honorable member of so
ciety, when he returned to the pursuits of civil
life, after the expiration of his term of serviee.
He was beloved by all his comrades, and his
untimely death cast a deep gloom over camp.The next day we were in our saddles nine
weary hours, and made a long march over, for
the most part, a barren, sterile, dry, and sandy
country ; and just as the sun was hiding himselfbehind a picturesque grove of rustling !
pines, we halted at the springs from which 1
date these jottings. An hour before arrivinghere, we obtained the first view of the Washita
mountains. They appear like far-distant dack
clouds just rising up in the southern horizon.

I have not time to attempt a description of
the grandly picturesque scenery by which our
camp is environed, But lest you should be de-
ceived as to the general character of the couu-
try from which I have been writing for some
time, it were well that I should here remark
that all the highlands lying between the creeks
and rivers aiv generally dry and sterile; and

u(L
purposes. But the bottom lands along the
large and small water-courses form delightful
oases iu this portion of the Great American
Desert. I have, however, seen no large sectionof country this year but what could be
made inhabitable for man, if the density of
our population required room for spreading.
Only a few days' march eastward, and we
reach a fine fertile country, where nearly every
acre can be made tillable.
One day, while encamped on the Washita, 1

took a spade, anil rambled out on the highlands,for the purpose of digging up and exam

ining the roots of some peculiar plants which
had attracted my attention and excited a curi
nsitr. After cmnnleliiicr mr reaonreln.-i I .......
.~j 1.; ;o j ,,, wi * vv,«

eluded to visit a prairie-dog town, situated on
a broad plateau still fartlier off. On lirst enteringthe town, there was a tremendous chatteringand chirping, and a mighty hustle and
running and frisking hither and thither. Ry
and by, all was hushed, and silent, and lonely.
not a living object to be seen, or a sound to
be heard. Walking on until far within the
city limits, I sat down in a bunch of high grass,
to patiently await some new development of
city life among these strarge inhabitants.
From time to time, a rattlesnake, who was

being coiled up in the door of one of the prairiedog houses, would elevate his head, drrt
forth his fiery forked tongue, and sound a hatefulrattle of defiance. Little prairie ground
owls occasionally stepped forth and peered
around them, with a comical look and a queer
twisting of their cat-like heads; and, as if not
quite satisfied, again retreated to the interior
of their dark abodes. And, last of all, the prairiedog, more timid than his allies, caine cautiously,not trusting more than half his graceful
body to be exposed to view while he reconnoi
tred the premises, and after uttering a fewsharpchirps to warn off intruders, retired.

Unsatisfied with the reception I met with
from the vast population of this city, I invited
myself into one of the principal houses, and
forced an entrance with my spade. My object
was to make myself acquainted with the ar-

rangemcnt ot ineir domestic arairs. nut, oe
fore giving the result of my observations, permitme to give you a short sketch of their nat
ural history, manners, and habits, as seen exteriorlyby all Western travellers.

It is a curious fact in natural history, that the
prairie dog, ground owl, and rattlesnake, live to
gether in large communities, and on terms of
the most perfect friendship. Often we have
secretly crossed to some position where we conld
remain unobserved, and watched their move

ments for hours.
The prairie dog is a saucy, merry, frisky littlechap, with graceful form and movements.

He is somewhat larger than the fox squirrel,
which animal he resembles more than he does
a dog, has pretty little round ears, and long,
hand-like fore paws, of a yellowish-brown color,
and is a vegetarian in his diet.
The little prairie owl is about the size of a

cock grouse, but nearly round in his shape.
His underparts are white, while his head, hack,
and wings, are of light brown. Two tufts of
feathers on each side of his head give it the
appearance of that of a cat. He sings no song,
but ntters a peculiar noise by snapping his
crooked bill together, and occasionally screams
in a melancholy manner. The queer habit he
has of twisting his head from side to side, and
winking at you with both eyes at once, is really
comical.

Almost everybody has seen the ever-dreaded
rattlesnake. But the ally of the marmot is
generally larger and shorter in proportion to
his bulk than his brother, who crawls over civilizedmedows and moorlands. He is darker, has
yellowish spots, is very impertinent, and altogethera more loathsome and revolting creature.
How the fun-loving prairie dog and the grave,

sedate, and wise owl, can reconcile themselves
in admitting his sn&keship into their otherwise
interesting community, on terras of equality, is a
problem I cannot solve. But such is the fact
I have seen the prairie dog, while busily engagedin his work, walk over the great lazy fellow,perfectly fearless. Sometimes, when his
snakeship was too much in the way, the work
man would give him a box with the rierht fore
paw.
When a gentinal sounds the alarm, the observermay often see the head of a snake eleva-
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ted, while just under his enormous jaws stands
an owl, also on the qui vice.

It is very evident that these three specimensof natural history live together on terms of amiability,and practice a system of mutual protection.Wolves, cyottes, and other animals of
prey, fond of feasting on small animals, shun
those populous cities, as a skillful and prudentmariner would the frightful breakers in a storm.From the fact that these interesting quadrupedsoften Congregate in large crowds, I inferthat they must have some system of government,and are in the habit of holding town
meetings. I am also inclined to think that theyare Republican in their politics. After theformal business of their assemblies is finished,they have a great frolic, indulging in all kindsof gymnastic antics.

I found harder labor, and more of it than Ihad anticipated, in gaining the interior of ahousehold. After digging about four feet, I
came to the chambers, which were arrangedand furnished after the following style. The first
room was rather spacious, and entirely bare offurniture, tfith a smooth dirt floor. I take this
to be the general parlor, in which the wholefamily loaf when o(T duty on long summer days.The next room, just in rear of the parlor, was
a small round room, containing a neat nest offine, soft grass.doubtless the winter quartersof the prairie dog. To the right of these rooms
were the store rooms, filled with small bundles
of the tender joints of grass, small nuts, and
little cells of grass seeds. In other rooms were
mud vessels tilled with grasshoppers, crickets,locusts, and other small insects, and hermeticalIly sealed. These, I think, are the winter prov1ender of the owls.

I have added a couple of young prairie dogsto my list of pets. They are very social littlefollows, and afford one much amusement. Theypartake of their food while sitfing upright ontheir haunchps, and use their paws as childrendo their hands."
Yours, truly, Guy Oakleaf.

.

THE STATE OF EUROPE.
In our last-number we copied an interesting

article from the New York Times, entitled
" Condition of Spain.the Moorish Question,''
in which the writer is at a loss to account for
the deep anxiety in England concerning bo obscurea matter as a war with Morocco. The
reader of that article.and it is one of very
great interest.will find a solution of its questioningsin the following editorial, which we

copy from one of the ablest journals in Massachusetts,the Xewburyport Herald:
Though no open war disturbs the continent,there is anything but peace, and so it will bo

while a Uonaparte is in power. * * * This
second Napoleon, who has succeeded his uncle
to power, seems to have been an heir to his
great and his bad qualities, as likewise to his
destiny as an agitator. He has power in the
sword, but no moral power with the people.There is scarcely a man in the world who '
trusts his word or credis his purposes. He is
the incarnation of selfishness, and would re-
morselcssly swim through an ocean of human 1
blood to attain his purposes. While he lives '
there can be no well-founded peace, for no one 1
knows what madness may seize him to morrow, 1
England is his ally ; but England, fearing his t
alliance, ^rnes armed from head to foot, nor (
does she allow hiin to look in any direction hut ?
she follows him. Ho fights for Italian liberty 1
with a seeming generosity of nature, but the t
Italians distrust him, and while they applaud ^
they whisper that he is a liar and a cheat. He c
is the patron ofthe Pope, and his arms uphold a
the Pontifical throne; hut the Pope prays God 1
and man to deliver him from such a friend. {
He is one of the powers that support the Sul- *
tan ; hut the Turk feels himself a prisoner in
IltCWrAt, >rr»» LJ_».

there or not. He lights for the Ottoman in the
East, for Sardinia in the South, against the
Moors in Africa, in league with the English in
China, and by the side of the Spanish in Cochin
China. At the same time, he watches the
English in Egypt and at Perim, sends an expeditionto Madagascar, interferes with the
Principalities, promises the Hungarians, threatensthe Belgians, and overawes the Portuguese.

If there are any wars to be declared, there
Louis Napoleon's voice is heard ; if nny terms
of peace to he made, he sits down at a Villa.francatable, and makes them himself; if any
Congress fit nations to he held, he names the
place, and his representatives dictate terms ;
if any treaty to he formed, it is written on
French paper ami with Napoleonic pens. Lord
Brougham said it was a sad sight to see a

great nation like France in the hands of a

single irresponsible despot, who could involve
her in war and make peace without consulting
anybody but himself and the interests of his
family; but how much sadder is it to see nil
Europe in the hands of this modern Caesar.
this irresponsible Nero; so that not a statea._:.i i.~.i

that his words are to l>c ^kamined in France,
and his Government held accountable for thein ;
not rn editor writes in all Europe, without en- £
dangering his people, if his words he not such t
as would pass the censorship of the press in
Paris; not a country sends a regiment of
soldiers or a ship in any direction, without inquiringwhether it will destroy friendly rela- <

Hons with him at the Tuileries ; not a king or £

queen in all the continent turns over in bed,
lor fear that the ghost of the nightmare of 1

French invasion will stare them in the eyes.
The sketch we have given is not imaginary.

Look now at his hand in Morocco. The Span-
iards have trouble with the Moors at Ceuta, a

penal colony on the opposite side of the straits
from Gibraltar, that the Spaniards have held,
with little interruption, for almost three hundredyears. What is that to France? Clearly
nothing; but the French are in the fight, stronger
than the Spaniards. So in Italv, lie allows no

peace. The whole country is disturbed. lie
stopped his war with Austria, when, as he said,
it was about to assume proportions inconsistent
with the interests of France. That is, be did
not wish a war with Germany. But he gave
no peace to Italy, for his purpose had not been
accomplished, and therefore his armies are in
the Duchies and at Rome, and Garabaldi is
calling for a million muskets that look to the
overthrow of the temporal sovereignty of the
Pope, and the extermination of the Bourbons
at Naples. If we could look down to the hot-
torn of Ituliau troubles, we should see that the
storm is kept up by the influence, the arms,
and the money of Bonaparte. Just the same is
it, probably, in Turkey. The Ottoman empire
is falling |o pieces; conspiracies are in the
capital, threatening the life of Sultan Abdnl
Midjid ; and treason is in all the provinces.
Seven years ago, France refused to divide the
'sick man's" estate; butto-day she makes terms
with Russia and Austria, for the reconstruc-
tiou of the map of Europe. He wants Egypt,
to make good his dominion over Northern Africa.allof which must be his in less than a

nuarter of a century : and to England, the onlv
power ihat would venture to object to the robherplay that would dispose of Turkey as Polandhas been disposed of, he savs iu the incitinglanguage oi the Paris Palrie:
"There are solemn hours in the existence of

nations, which decide for a long time their
power and their destiny. It seems to us that
England is on the eve of one of these critical
moments. For some years past, this nation,
which had become strong rather by diplomacy
and industry than by force of arms, seems to
have had a consciousness of a gradual decline.
She straightens herself up in vain.

" The virility with which she crushed Europe
from 1815 till the glorious re establishment of
the Napoleonic dynasty, she no longer feels
within her. Thus we see her to-day uneasy as

to the present, still more uueasv at to what tomorrowis preparing for her ; sfie seeks, full of
jealous doubts, the route wliich will bring her
back toward her former strength. From this
prooped vacillations and weaknesses without
number, whicb astonish the world, and take
statesmen themselves by surprise. England,
formerly so decided and so precise, no longer
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knows her own mind. The memory of her
traditions escapes her. II»*r chagrin absorbs
it. and because she will not acknowledge her
decline she sinks."
How long will this be endured ? The first

Bonapartie talked continually of his destiny ;
the second is a fatalist like him ; he tells of his
star." But to all things there comes an end ;

destiny is fulfilled at last; the stars set as well
as rise, and before more powerful lights they
fade away. There have l»ecii Ca-sars before
this ; but they were mortal.they have perished ; w

and so must it be now. Not always will the
world sit down under one man ; not alwayswill the nations come under one rod; not aLdtipp .

will the peoples suffer the taxation for defence,
the alarm of being plundered, despoiled, and
murdered, which tliey now endure. The first
Bonaparte lifted the curtain with his blood red *

sword, and alone strided the stage like a god ;
he nodded, and the world bowed j he stamped,and the earth trembled ; he sickened, and the
nations shook with ague, or felt the blood boil
with fevers heat : hut. after nil hi-* noise, h<* |i Ipassed aw.iv, leaving little of his work behind I
him. So now it MUt be. Frame will tire of I
its paroxysms, by ami by ; and Enrope and I
England will sigh for the peaceful days of the I
citizen Kino, Louis Philippe. Not in war, \l
not in armies, will they »av. i« true mtiaMl>1
HMfeWi and the real pragma of th« race j VIbut in the spread of commerce, the advance- I
mint of science and learning, the growth of tl
civilization, and the elevation of the nutntf, I
are glorv and power. The tide will turn, and I
when it does, awav goes the imperialism of the I
Bonaparte*.they will pass from the heavens, I
viewed as they really are, like a dark cloud I
thai dradaw and chills the earth , ami whnhdfc I
the Donaparte " star" sinks in peace or in I
blood, lioil grant that this may be its last aj* I
pearing. Should it not pass soon, the nations I
will be forced to do by Louis what was done to I
Napoleon ; and when he ceases, will coin.: true I
the words that Picrpont applied to another. I
" Earth shook her encumbered lap, aud let a I
villain fall.'' I
PROTESTANTISM IN ITALY. (I

Fioin llie ImImMMMHtfOll li-I
A more serious and far more important sign I

of the times is the legal marriage of twu Tu.v I
cans, converts from Catholicism to that form of \ I
Protestantism called the Italian Evangelical I
Church, at their Italian place of worsnip in I
Florence. This union of two obscur* individ- I
nals, ondi : tlie full proic lion of their country's ,i I
laws, in defiance ot the Church of Home, which B
hu« hitherto declared all such marriages invalidand the offspring illegitimate, strikes a i

severer blow at the insolent domineering swayof Rome than all the coquetting ol practiced
diplomats, or the hollow kettle drumming of
recalcitrant princes, standing out for privileges,and haggling over concessions with the " Father
of the Faithful." *

This notable charge in the marriage laws of
Tuscany is among the first fruits of the project «

of ecclesiastical reform undertaken, as I men
tioned in a former letter, by Cav. Salvagnoli, (with equal skill and firmness of purpose, to
limit as fur as may be the grasping power of
die priests. The Italian Evangelical Church,
in organized religious society holding doctrines i
lomewhat similar to those of our Plymouth vflirethren, has for some years been steadilyraining strength in Tuscany. Until the 27tli
>f last April, however, its public worship (toipeak paradoxically) was kept aa secret a*
lossihle, to avoid the persecution which atendedany avowed leaning fo Protestantism. jiiince the Revolution has given us full libertyif creed, a place of worship has Ireeu opened,iud is fully attended every Sunday. This fir«t
'rotestant Tuscan marriage was solemnized in
presence of a large number of persons, and aauiviUvmarks an era in thi* eventful time. %

I
1 am told that in Romagna the new converts . 1
Si. ,n,i" i.v,,:r -;-c)iny organized jiriesthood in the new creed
brms one of its chief attractions in the eyes of
i population long accustomed, al.n ! to couplehe iil-a of priestly power with every species of Mi
lutrage and oppression. It seems that the X
dders have 110 sort of power beyond the four
vails of their church ; and even within them
very one of the brethren has an equal right to
itfer np prayer or instruct the congregation,
' if the Spirit give him utterance." It is easy
o conceive the dread and disgust with which,
m simple a form of religion must I*'* regarded
it Rome, for shrewd Cardinal Antmielli knows
oo well that such n foe steadily and si^utly at
vork among the Papal subjects is J«r more to
je feared than conspiracy or insurrection, and H w

tan neither l>e furnished with a passport and ». T
(gaily bowed out, as was i' " »"iediaontcs ,

* * J
embassador at Kotne after bis King's reception
>f tho Romagnole delegates, nor hacked to
lealh by Croat and Austrian lavishly paid an<l |
imoggled into tiie diyiw oftb hideous Pipfel jl I
iniform. J ll

DISCOVERIES IS SOUTH AUSTRALIA. '.ft
Tho important discoveries made by Mr. !

ituart during a late journey of exploration in
he sister province of South Australia are thus
Ascribed by an Australian paper : At]!

Mr. Stuart returned to Adelaide on the 17th fjB>fJuiy, in the Marion steuiner, from Port Augusta,after an absence of six months, llis . ti
iarty consisted of two persons besides himself,
tnd they had with them about lour pack and
our or five saddle horses. Mr. Stuart's first
business was to survey ami lay off the runs dis- .1
fovered and claimed by him some time ago.
After that work was finished, he started with i
Ins party on a further exploratory expedition, I
end the result has been the discovery of An im- »

mense tract of country, exceeding in richness {
of past-*rage and abundance of water anything <

that 1 s yet been met with. The distance
traversed was three hundred miles beyond tho
furthest point reached by Mr. Uabbuge and tfl
Major Warburton, and the country was found T
10 Ijo luxuriant beyond description. Mr. Stuart j
started from the Emerald Springs about the be-

_

'

ginning of April, and reached latitude i!G° S.,
ihe nortliern boundary of the colony, about tho .

middle of May, and during his entire jouruey
there and back, he states that he was never a

single day without water. The country travers- ,

L-d consisted chietly of immense plains, inter- I
ipersed with numerous hiilocks from 100 to 150
lect high, from the summits of which gushed
springs of pure fresh water, intersecting tho /
plains, and discharging themselves into numcr- 1
dus creeks and rivers runniiigiu an easterly direction.One of the rivers discovered is reportedby Mr. Stuart to he three miles broad in
one part of its course. The ranges flanking tho 4

plain are chictly table-top(>ed, and about 1,000
feet high. Mr. Stuart made a detour occasion- i

ally of from twenty to thirty miles on each side
of liis track, and found the country everywhere
ofthe same beautiful description; and it seemed
to bo ol a similar character as far as the eye
could reach beyond the furthest point attained
by him. Indeed, he seems to have turned back
ttiruugh surfeit of pood country. He thinks
there would not be any difficulty whatever in
crossing over to the Gulf of Carpentaria, or to 1

any other portion ot the north coast. His impressionis that an inland lake or sea exists to
ihe eastward, which probably discharges its
waters into Stoke's Victoria river to the northwest.At any rate, the theory that the centra
of New Holland is uothing but a desert may
now be exploded. Mr. Stuart has brought back
speciineus of the grasses, seeds, aud minerals,
of the country, the last of which are said to in- «

ciude some precions stones. A considerable
portiou of the district traversed is represented
as auriferous. "

Johu H. Scott, a colored man, and one of the
Oberlin rescuers, took the first premium at the
l.orain County (Ohio) Fair, for the best buggy
h irness, manufactured bv himself. At Wei-

lington,he also took the first premium for the
best double carriage harness, llis right to
these premiums appears to have been respected
by his white competitors, Judge Taney to the
contrary notwithstanding. J


